Thdrnojl lamentable T tagedie 

She hath no tongue to call , nor hands to wadi, 
And fo lets Leaueher to her filent walked 
Chiron, Andtweremy caufe,I fhould goe hang my felfe. 
Demct. If thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 
Enter Ad arcus from hunting. 

Who is this my Neece that flies away fo faftl 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 

If I do dreame would all my wealth would wake me, 

If I doc wake, Come Planet ftrikemedowne. 

That I may {lumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what fterne vngentle hands. 

Hath lopt and hcwd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two branches, thofefvveet ornaments 
Whofe circling fhadowes, Kings haue fought to flecpe in, ^ 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
As halfe thy louc j Why dooft not fpeake to me 2 
Alaska crimfon riuer of warme blood. 

Like to a bublingfountaine ftird with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betweenethy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy honny breath* 

Butfure fomc Tereus hath defloured thee. 

And leaft thou (houldft detett them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft a way thy face for {hame. 

And notwithfta nding all this Ioffe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their ifluing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekcslookeredasT ttansf, ace, 
Blufliingtobcencountred withaclowde. 

Shall 1 fpeake for thee, (hall I fay tis fo ? 

Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the bead, 

That I might raile at him Co eafe my minde. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Oucn ftopt* 

Doth burncthe hart to cinders where itis. 

Faire PhtlomdU fhe but loft her tongue, 

Andin a tedious fampler fowed her minde. 


of Tim Andromcitsl 

Butlouely Neece, that mcane is cut from thec; 

A craftier Tereus haft thou met. 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 

That coni dhaue better fowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the monfter feenc thofe Lilly hands* 

Tremble like Afpen leaues vpon a Lute* 

And make the filken firings delight to kifle them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life# 

Or had he heard the heau^nly Harmony, 

Which that f veet tongue hath made : 

Hb would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe. 

As Cerberus at the T hracian Poets fee te. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde, 

Forfucha fight will bhndea fathers eye. 

One houresitorme will drowne the fragrant meades^ 

What will wholcmonthsofteausthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw bac kc,for w e will mourne with thee. 

Oh could our raourningeafe thy nuftry. Exeunt 


Enter the I fidget and Senatourt with Titus twofomtes bound , 
faff mg on the Stage to i he place of execution , and Tttus going be* 
fore pleading, 

T irus . Heare me grauefathers, noble Tribunes ftay, 

For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warrev, w hilft you ft curtly flept. 

For ail my blood in Romes great quarrell fhed, 

For all the frofty nights i hut 1 haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teases, which no v you fee, 

Filling the aged wrink les in my chtekes. 

Be pittifull to my condemn* d Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupt* d as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes 1 neuer wept* 

Btcaufechcy died in honours lofty bed. 

A/idromcm /ycth downe^and the hedges paffe bj him. 
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